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PROSPECTUS. 


The publication of “ THe AND 
Week ty Gazette” has been commenced under 
the most favourable auspices. The very flatter- 
ing encouragement which has been so promptly 
and liberally extended toward the undertaking, 
while it has exceeded the most sanguine expec- 
tations, has effectually secured its permanent 
establishment, and warranted the proprietor in 
going to very considerable expense in procuring, 
expressly for this work, an entire new type, 
with new and appropriate embellishments, and in 
making arrangements for procuring from abroad 
many of the most esteemed literary and scientific 
journals, which will be regularly received, among 
which are the “ New Monthly Magazine,” “ Ack- 
erman’s Repository,’ “La Belle Assemblee,” 
The London Literary Gazette,’ &c. &c. The 
‘work will be handsomely printed on white paper, 
expressly for binding. It is devoted, as its title 
designates, particularly to our fair country- 
women; and through them to the cause of vir- 
tue, knowledge and amusement; and, we trust, 
will prove not an unworthy auxillary to the best 
and fairest interests of society. Of the subjects 


which it is intended shall occupy its pages, it is | 


impossible, nor is it necessary, to give an exact 
view. Of the most prominent, the following are 
enumerated :— 


Female Character.—Manners; conversation; dress and 
beauty; with brief and appropriate biographical sketches 
of the lives of those who have rendered themselves eminent 
for virtue, talents, acquirements, piety, or other peculiar 
and distinguishing excellencies. 


The Florist.—On the culture, use, and presetvation of 
plants, fruits, flowers, &c. &c. 

Receipts.—Of every description that may be useful for 
medical or culinary purposes ; for pastry, preserves, &c. 

JVews.—A weekly summary of such early domestic and 
foreign intelligence as may prove useful or interesting. 


General Literature.—On this department of our paper, 
particular pains will be bestowed, and every effort made to 
obtain such articles as may possess genuine excellence.— 
Judicious and choice selections from the most valuable 
journals at home and abroad, will be inserted. Among a 
numerous list of correspondents, we are particularly happy 
in beimg permitted to enumerate several ladies of literary 


taste and talents, whose effusions have already received the [ 


meed of — approbation. 
The editor feels, therefore, a humble confidence in being 
able to render his work a moral, amusing, and valuable 


miscellany ; worthy the attention of those whose good opi- 


nion it will be both his duty and pleasure to merit. This |} 


, department will be particularly rich in Tales, Essays, 


» Sketches, &c. fictitious, or founded on actual occurrences. 


On literature, morals, history, voyages, travels, &c. agree- 

ably relieved and diversified with poetry, of the most pure, 

liberal, and ennobling cast, with occasional enigmas, anec- 

ing the useful wi sweet,” furnishing a weekly 
€seat. acceptable to all, 


“‘ { have here only made a Nosegay of culled flowers, and 
rt brought nothing of my own but the thread that ties 
them.” 


ADDRESS TO THE STARS. 


Ye are fair—ye are fair—and your pensive rays 
Steal down like the light of departed days ; 

But have sin and sorrow ne’er wandered o’er 
The green abodes of each sunny shore? =~ 
Hath no frost been there, and no withering blast, 
Cold—cold o’er the flower and the forest past? 
Does the playful leaf never fall or fade, 

The rose ne’er droop in the silent shade? 

Say, comes there no cloud on your morning beam, 
On your night of beauty no troubled dream? 
Have ye no tear the eye to annoy, 

No grief to shadow its light of joy? 

No bleeding breasts that are doomed to part, 

No blighted bower, and no broken heait? 

Hath death ne’er saddened your scenes of bloom, 
Your suns ne’er shone on the silent tomb? 

Did their sportive radiance never fall 

On the cypress .ree or the ruined wall ?— 

*T were vain to guess, for no eye hath seen 

O’er the gulf eternally fixed between. 

We hear not the song of your early hours; 

We hear not the hymn of your evening bowers, 
The strains that gladden each radiant sphere 
Ne’er poured their sweets on a mortal ear, 
Though such I could deem on the evening’s sigh, 
‘The au-harps’ earthly melody! [V. M. Mag. 


FOR THE ALBUM AND LADIES’ WEEKLY GAZETTE. 

Of the various publications that meet our at- 
tention, few appear more calculated to excite 
interest than an ALxBumM, affording a feast of 
amusement and imstruction for the moral or 
volatile. The young, the old, the grave and gay 
have an equal opportunity of selecting from this 
little garden of genius and literature, such ideas 
as may expand the mind and improve the heart. 


May its pages agcpotless remain 

And improving as now they appear; 
May genius its foldings retain, 

And make, it more pleasing each year. 


While seasons on pinions depart, 
May virtue embellish each page, 
Reviving, instruc ting the hea:t, 
Nor lose their fair value in age. ELLEN, 


FROM THE BOSTON SPECTATOR AND LADIES’ ALBUM. 


Messrs. Evrrors—I am so unfortunate, as to 
be the proprietor of an Album—and so foolish, as 


to be gratified by the possession of it, notwith- | 


standing the strictures of your Jate correspond- 

There are many circumstances which render 

it valuable in my estimation, however trifling all 


| its species may seem in yours. 


It is a record of 
days long past, and recalls all their-pleasing as- 
sociations—it contains memorials of friends far 
distant, and brings them near—reliques of friends 
forever gone, and bids them still live in my af- 
fections—a few original pieces from writers of 
acknowledged talent, which I prize above all 
their published volumes—extracts and composi- 
tions by many esteemed acquaintances, who are, 
and, I hope, long will be, my companions, and 
whose pens only copy what their hearts dictate 
—and last, not least, here and there the inter- 
| mingled quotations and productions of one, whose 
slightest hint I shall strive to follow, and his 
kindest thoughts reciprocate. Think you, 
Messrs. Editors, that such a volume has no 


} value? 


But I must not conceal, that there are some 
pages of my Album which I would gladly ex- 
punge, but through fear of offending their au- 
thors. They are too full of empty flattery, or 
sickening sentiment, to touch a female heart, or 
satisfy a female understanding. ShallI tell you, 
Messrs. Editors, who are generally the writers 
of these pieces? They are, almost without ex- 
ception, those who rail so loudly against Albums, 
and ridicule so everlastingly their owners. It is 
indeed a tax on a head which has few or no ideas, 
to demand an original or selected article; and 
they, who see their little stock thus diminished 
or exhausted, may justly blame the cause of 
their emptiness. ‘They ought however to know, 
that the lady is generally blameless and without 
malice in the business, asking their contributions 
only because she is compelled by circumstances to 
pay them this compliment. 

From a sincere friend to your Album. 


From the London Literary Gazette. 
THE FAMILY DINNER. 


A SKETCH FROM LIFE IN VIENNA. 

‘“T wish you would come and dine with me 
some time in a friendly way,” said, continually 
to me, a younz man whom I used to meet atthe 
coffee-houses and theatre, and who fastened him- 
self upon me in every place, offefing me civilities 
which I did not feel much inclined to accept. He 
was just such a personage as we see hundreds of 
every day; and therefore I shall not describe him 
more particular, lest my readers should fix upon 
some one of their acquaintance as the original of 
the portrait. “ You must,” said he, ** come to 
wife— 


| i house, and be acquainted with 


there are not ten like her in the whole world; and 
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_tastes better than the bordeaux, sauterne, and 


“neat and orderly.” 


‘ THE ALBUM, AND LADIES’ WEEKLY GAZETTE. 


my children, too—though I say it who should not 
say it—such children as mine are real blessings. 
i must show you hgymitlive. I am the happiest 
master of a famil mg and a proper example 
for young men who ¢ > e matrimony. Come 
and dine with 1jggf/es™ We sha!l treat you 
without ceremg lv you only a farhily 
dinner; buf P*will answer for it you will be 
pleased.” 
Although I am by no means ayerse to splendid 
tables, sumptuous viands, and numerous guests, 
yet there is nothing which I enjoy more than a 
family dinner, particularly when invited by an 
old friend, for the purpose of having ‘a little tran- 
quil conversation. It is refreshing to the mind, 
to leave for a few hours the tumult of the great 
world, to be a transient partaker of the unosten- 
tatious pleasures of domestic intercourse—aud 
in such circumstances, a glass of old rhenish 


champagne at the tables where I hear no con- 
versation but that relating to the opera of yes- 
terday, and see nothing but artificial faces, and 
still more artificial manners. 

I met my above mentioned friend in the street 
a few daysago. The moment he saw me he ran 
up to me, laid hold of my arm, and asked me 
where I was going. ‘ To dinner,” was my re- 
ply. ‘Good! good!” replied he: “now I have 
eaught you, I shall not let you go; you must 
take a family dinner with me.” I[t was in vain 
that I pleaded-a prior invitation as an excuse— 
my too hospitable friend would not admit of it, 
and I was obliged to follow. I consoled myself 
with thinking, that, perhaps, I might fare better 
than I expected, and that my host might really 
have a pleasant wife, well-behaved children, and 
a good table. 


We reached the house, which was in the su- 
barbs, and aScended to the third story. As we’ 
went up stairs we were greeted by the noise of | 
children, crying and fighting. ‘“ Ah!” said my 
ecnductor, laughing, “do you hear my little 
darlings? The poor sweet fellows are hungry, 
and have been waiting for me.” Now, thought 
1, if the little darlings makeas much noise during 
our dinner, I shall have to repent my weakness. 

We knocked:—a thin, sallow-faced woman 
opened the door, and on seeing me started back, 
with marks of no very agreeable surprise. ‘“ My 
dear,” said my host, “this is Herr C****, my 
friend, whom I have so often mentioned to you— 
he is going to take his chance with us to-day, of 
a family dinner.” The lady’s long visage be- 
came still longer at these words; she made mea 
eurtsey which resembled a contortion of anger, 
and drawled out *‘ Happy to see you,” in so 
gloomy a tone, that.it sounded very much like 
“T wish you weré hanged.” Nothing can be 
more unpleasant than to feel ourselves unwel- 
come in houses whither we come against our in- 
tlinations. I wished myself ten miles off; but 
my new acquaintance said, ‘‘ Now let us leave 
the mistress to make her preparations,” and led 
me into an adjoiming room, to show me his dwell- 
ing. -‘*] have not many apartments,” continued 
he, perfectly self-satisfied, “ but every thing is 
I was then obliged to stoop 
to get into a cabinet, which two little dirty brats 
seemed to have been turning topsy-turvy. The 
floor and furniture were covered with snips of 

aper, pictures, knives, spoons, and toys of all 
Kinds. ‘‘ This is the only true happiness—to be 
a father!” said my host, while he cleared a chair 
to offer it tome. ‘“* Hey, Charles! Louis! come 
and ask the gentléman how hedoes.” “I sha’nt,” 
said Charles, and the father whispered in my 
ears, “ Full of spirit; quite a character. Come 


to me directly,” continued he to the boy, some- 


what moreseverely. The boys laughed, and re- 


mained still. The father went and pulled them 
towards me by the ears,assuring me all the time 
of their obedience. ‘*‘ Now, Charles, have you 
learned your lesson? repeat your fable.” The 
boy muttered— 

“1 was resolved one day to go, 

« And see the wild beasts at the show,” 
and ran off directly to his play. ‘ Very well,” 
said the father; “now it is your turn, Louis. 
Ah! you shall see the boy’s genius: he sayssuch 
things, they are quite surprising. Tell me, 
Louis, what is the greatest wonder inthe world?” 
‘¢ A mince-pie!” answered the boy pertly. The 
father laughed longand loudly. “ Did I not say 


so? you did not expect such a witty answer, did | 


you? I shall bring him up to politics.” 

At last the pale-faced mistress thrust her head 
in at the door, squeaked out, “ Dinner’s ready !” 
and immediately shut the door again with a bang, 
** Dinner, dinner!’ bawled the children, and rush- 
ed out of the room before us. We followed, and 
the father placed me at table between his two 
sprouts, telling me they would amuse me in a 
thousand different ways. A great spaniel imme- 
diately began pawing me to beg something of me, 
and a starling jumped down cn the table, and 
hopped from plate to plate; while the lady hand- 
ed me’a napkin, which would have been white 
but for the service it seemed to have rendered to 
more than one predecessor. Mamma helped the 
soup, which proved too little salted. Papa took 
notice of this in the following polite remark: 
‘¢ My Julia is as sparing of salt in the soup as in 
her words.” Julia was accordingly obliged to 
rise from table to fetch the salt, which had been 
forgotten.—She excused herself, saying, that her 
servant had been away all day attending a sick 
mother. ‘ That’s a fib,” cries Charles, ‘“‘ we 
have not had a servant these three weeks.” A 
smart rap on the knuckles with a spoon, reward- 
ed the comment—he began to bellow, and would 
not be quiet till mamma gave a bit of sugar can- 
dy, which he sucked instead of soup. ‘You 
must excuse our fare,” said the lady, “I did not 
know my husband intended bringing a guest 


home—but he is always playing me such tricks.” 


I coloured up to the eyes» “* Hey! what!” said 
the husband, * O friends will make allowances; 
Herr C**** will, I know, enjoy this family din- 
ner.” ‘The lady answered him with a most an- 
gry glance. 

The family dinner consisted of a thin watery 
soup, thickly powdered with saffron, some ra- 
dishes, and a little bit of butter,so small that the 
children clamoured in vain for their allowance of 
it on their bread; next followed beef, in which 
my eyes looked in vain for fat; then appeared 
the sourkrout, warmed up for the second time 
with a single sausage; and at last a dish in 
which I could discover nothing but sauce. “ This 
is a fricassee-chicken,” said my amiable and 
agreeable host; ‘my wifi@phas no equal in cook- 
ing it.” I rejoiced at first in the hopes of get- 
ting something I could eat; but after fishing a 
long time in a sea of liquid, I could only bring up 
one chicken’s drum-stick. My host kept urging 
me to drink, with the assurance that his wine 
was not strong, but had a very rich flavour, and 
was perfectly innocent. I took his word for the 
last qualification, as the taste led me to*suppose 
that my economical landlady had made two bot- 
tles out of one. 

My charmimg little neighbours annoyed me not 
slightly during this dinner. Charles amused 
himself with kicking my shins under the table; 
and Louis, with imperturbable coolness, wiped 
his fingers upon my clothes. The catastrophe 
of the family party at length approached: Charles, 
in endeavouring to take a bone which. his bro- 
ther was gnawing, knocked down his own plate, 


and spilled the greasy water, which was substi- 
tuted for gravy, over my new blue coat. Mamma, 
instead of assisting me, began to bewail her bro- 
ken plate, and ran after the child to beat him, 
while he took refuge behind his father: the father 
rose to appease his wife—the dog howled—Louis 
grinned—Charles screamed—the lady scolded— 
and the starling quietly perched himself upon my 
head, and began pecking my hair. 

At last my friend resumed his seat, and said, 
laughingly :—‘ This you see, my friend, is my 
way of life; and I feel myself more happy under 
my lawful roof, than does a king in his palace.” 
He asked me if I was accustomed to take coffee 
after dinner; for though there was none ready, 
he had a machine that would make it in five mi- 
nutes. I thanked him, saying that coffee made 
me ill, that I had taken a most excellent dinner, 
and was obliged to go. “ Farewell, then,” said 
my friend, “I hope I shall see you again soon. 
You know the way to my house now—you know 
my family and the fashion we live in—as it is to 
day, so it is every day; I hope you will often 
come and take a family dinner with us.” [ 
hardly know what I said in return; but I hastily 
seized my hat, muttered some compliments, and 
ran out of the door—and shudder still at the re- 
collection of the “ Family Dinner.” 


SELECTIONS. 


The dogs of the Arnaut shepherds make a - 


singular appearance, wearing body-clothes; and 
their masters themselves are the very reverse of 
rural innocence and simplicity, being constantly 
armed with swords and poinards. 


A traveller journeying through the mountanious 
parts of Greece at the melting of the snow, or 
after the annual rains, will fimd his search for a 
single stream repaid by half'a dozen; while on 
the same spots during the dry seasgn, nothing 
answering to his notion of a river would 
oectr. 


A Greek girl scarcely attains her twentieth 
year before she exhibits the marks of a prema- 
ture old age; and all the Grecian women exhibit 
a matronly appearance before they enter the mar- 
riage state. 


In the fourteenth century the shops in Paris 
were opened at four o’clock in the morning; the 
King of France dined at eight in the morning, and 
retired to rest at the same hour in the evening. 


Beauty and wit will die; learning will vanish 


away; and all the acts of life be soon forgotten. 
But virtue and piety will remain forever. They 
are the foundation of honor and esteem, and the 
source of all beauty, order and happiness. 
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MATILDA JONES. 


Hubert Morgan and Matilda Jones resided 
near each other from infancy, in the little village 
of T . They were inseparable companions. 
in the smiling hour of childhood, and as they 


‘strengthened in years and in knowledge, their 


early attachment gradually threw off its appear- 
ance of friendship, and assumed the mantle of 
mutual and pure affection. 


At eighteen, Hubert vowed his love, his vows 


were reciprocated, and he seceived a promise 


from Matilda never to be another’s. One fleet- 
ing year passed away; the lovers enjoying all 
the bliss which sympathetic feelings and plighted 
faith imports. Hubert then left his home, and 
departed for Philadelphia. Whilst there, new 
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scenes opened before his unsuspecting mind— 
vicious companions, with their specious plea- 
sures, influenced his resolves—he became a vic- 
tim to dissipation * * * * *, His 
parents had warned and besought him to quit 
the scene of so many temptations, but in vain,— 
the wilesof the treacherous and fascinating over- 
came him; diséase, with iron grasp, settled on 
his constitution, and he died despised by his false 
friends—pitied by those of humanity, and deep- 
ly lamented by his grieving parents. 

Of Matilda, little more may be said. When 
Hubert left his friends and home, she wept her- 
self sick; at first his letters were her only con- 
solation, and she looked as anxiously for them as 
Noah’s dove did for dry land. Too often like 
that tender bird, she returned dejected and un- 
successful; nor could she long close her under- 
standing to the conviction, that Hubert’s seldom 
received letters, instead of warming the feelings 
of her bosom, breathed an icy chillness over her 
soul; but the secrets of her sorrows she buried 
yn the recess ofher own bosom. ‘Oh! mercy,” 
she exclaimed, after having perused a note of 
half a dozen formal lines, for which she had 
waited weeks, “is this the writing of the once 
transported Hubert? Are these lines the ema- 
nation of a fervent and changeless affection? Is 
this the only return I receive for all my tender- 
ness, all my love?” She could utter no more, 
her feelings were too violent, and she sank life- 
less upon the floor. 

From that moment the bloom on the cheek of 
the lovely girl decreased rapidly, and like the 
tint of twilight, was at length veiled beneath the 
sombre hues of despair. The fire of her lovely 
eye ceased to sparkle, save in such flushes as the 
expiring taper emits. Her gentle frame once so 
light and elastic, noW trembled with inward and 
palpitating weakness; her very voice lost its 
original tones of happiness and harmony, seem- 
ing only to breathe forth the sad and mournful 

‘strains of a broken heart. 

The name of Hubert, she lisped not in her 
wakefulness, but whilst heaving the short re- 
poses of life in sleep, she would often uncon- 
sciously press her hand on her bosom, exclaim- 
ing, “Oh! Hubert, how could you break this 
heart, which was so devotedly thine!”—tears 
would then burst through her closed eye-lids, 
and run in profusion over her snowy cheeks. 

Thus she lingered forja few months, when the 
tidings of Hubert’s death were incautiously com- 
municated to her by a servant; she faintly whis- 
pered a prayer for his, and her own future hap- 
piness, and her gentle spirit fled the realms of 
mortality. 

A grassy mound in the church yard of the vil- 
lage of T , is the only ornament which 
adorns the earthy pillow of that virgin maiden; 
end by its side rises the turf covering the relics 


of the unfortunate Hubert. BIOLINE. 
May 10, 1826. 
CANDIDATES FOR MATRIMONIAL HONOURS. 


The increase in the matrimonial advertise- 
ments put us in mind of a hoax of this sort which 
was successfully played off a short time since. 
It was agreed in a gay party of ladies and gen- 
tlemen, that an advertisement should be inserted 
in a London Paper, as from a lady who felt in- 
clined to taste the joys of matrimony, more 
speedily than to all appearance the ordinary way 
would enable her to do, giving the longing 
maiden a fair portion of beauty and riches. Let- 
ters were received in reply from between fifty 
and sixty swains, of all descriptions, to each of 
‘whom an answer was addressed, stating, that so 
far the writer was not objected to, but that the 


j light burst into life and beauty. 


lsdy would like previously to his being introduc- iI 


ed to her, unseen to see him;—at the same time 
requesting each to be in the pit of Drury Lane 
Theatre on a certain evening, dressed in a par- 
ticular way, and inmediately on the conclusion 
of the first piece, to stand upon the benches, and 
apply a quizzing glass to the right eye. All 
succeeded so well, that as soon as the curtain 
fell, above 50 of all ages mounted the benches— 
from the smooth-chinned Adonis of fifteen, to the 
sleek, portly, self-confident widower of fifty, and 
the shrivelied, worn out, and emaciated bache- 
lor of sixty, all adorned according to order in the 
gayest style, and with the utmost nicety, to 
make the deeper impression on the heart of the 
fair prize. High swelled their bosoms with hope, 
as with studied action the sparkling glass was 
raised to their eye; but who shall paint the as- 
tonishment, dismay and rage, alternately depict- 
ed on their countenances, on discovering the sud- 
den failure of all their hopes? With such velocity 
did they all descend from their unenviable atti- 
tudes, to hide their diminished heads among the 
crowd, that the decrepit lover of sixty might 
have fancied his knees once more possessed of 
the pliancy of twenty. If this should meet the 
eye of some of the actors in this humourous 
piece, they will readily believe that no farce 
went off so much to the satisfaction of the au- 


thors, though the actors thought the conclusion 


rather too tragic to allow a repetition. 
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The last rays of a glorious surset were glow- 
ing upon the western hills, and purpling the light 
waves of the lake, whose playful sportings re- 
minded oné of innocence and happiness—balmy 
zephyrs seemed stealing on cautious wings thro’ 
the groves, and over the dew sparkling blossoms 
of spring—the wild rose closed her modest flow- 
ers—the lilly hung her drooping bells, laden with 
the tears of night—the primrose peeped out from 
her close recesses, and beneath the pure star- 
She courted 
only the light of heaven’s faintest gems to shine 
on her delicate tints, like modest affection that 
shrinks from thé idle gaze of the world, and de- 
sires to breathe only in the twilight and calm 
walks of life;—but the flower sheds sweet fra- 
grance on the pure bosom of evening, and love, 
though unseen and unknown by the gay, the idle 
and unfeeling, cheers and makes happy the soul 
where it springs and flourishes in faithfulness 
and purity. . 

The fair moon rose brightly, and her radiance 
called forth the lovely danghter of the valley to 
roam once more over thescenes of her childhood 
and youth,—the fairest flower there was fading 
inits blossoming, the pure soul of Ellenore waspre- 
paring to join her kindred in the skies—if the 
tears of friendship and the smiles of love could 
have detained her, she had still been with those 
who mourn her departure with unaffected sor- 
row ;—but alas for humanity,— 

* All thats bright must fade, 


The brightest still the fleetest; 
All thats sweet was made 


No. I+ 


The chain that hath bound us is Sever’d in twain, 

And twilight, or moonlight, will callus in vain, 

To linger or ramble thy beaut among, 

And the harps that have prais’@thee will long be unstrung: 
Farewell to the sweet sWady valley ! 


The fair birds will warble as sweetly their song, 

But no voice save thy echo’s the strain will prolong; 

Thy recesses the feet of the stranger will tread, 

And for them thy young blossoms their fragrance shed f ® 
Farewell to the sweet shady valley. 


Tho’ nature may scatter her blooms more profuse, 

Eve as soft and as bahny distil there her dews; 

Tho’ twilight may linger as long on the hills, 

In far distant places—our hearts are here still ; 
d'keir home is this sweet shady valley 


And oh ! when we dwell with the stranger afar, 

Should we see in the sky our own beautiful star, 

Then shall we not gaze on its ray with a tear, 

And think of the pleasures and fri€nds we met here * 
And the scenes of the sweet shady valley. 


When time flings around us his mantle of snow, 

And the cold world forbids youth’s warm current to flow; 

When deceit and unkindness embitter the hours, 

Still our thoughts will revert to the birds and the flowery 
Pure and true in this sweet shady valley! 


Ah no! we can never forget the loved glen, 

Tho’ scatter’d abroad ’mid the dwellings of men, 

E’en thy moss cover'’d bank, and the sweet brier shade, 

Will bloom in our memory when al! has decayed. 
Farewell to the sweet shady valley. AG 


WOMAN.—Thé good government of fami- 
lies leads to the comforts and happiness of 
communities and the welfare of states. Of every 
domestic circle woman is the centre.—Home, 
that scene of purest and dearest joy, home isthe 
empire of woman. There she plans, directs, 
performs; the acknowledged source of dignity 
and felicity.x—Where female virtue is most pure, 
female sense most improved, female deportment 


| most correct, there is most propriety of sociakman- ~ 


ners. The early years of childhood, those most 
precious years of life and opening reason, are 
confined to woman’s superintendance, she there- 
fore may be presumed to lay the foundation of 
all - virtue, and all the wisdom that enrich the 
wor 


r Most flowers begin to fade after being kept 
24 hours in water; a few may be revived by 
substituting fresh water ; but all (the most fuga~ 
cious, such as the poppy, and perhaps one or two 
others excepted) may be completely restored by 
‘the use of hot water. For this purpose place the 
flowers in scalding water, deep enough to cover 
about one-third of the length of the stem, and by 
the time the water has become cold, the flowers 
will become erect and fresh; then cut off the 
codied ends, and put them into cold water.) 
[Mechanics’ Register 


_ FROM THE BOSTON GAZETTE. 
OUR CHILDREN.—Parents, I exhort you 
; to love your children. Make them as happy as 
consistent with innocence. Remember that the 
periods of childhood and youth soon pass away; 
and they ought not to be deprived of any satis- 


factions which of right belong to them. Let 

But to be lost wh 

and your government.be mild and equable. Provoke 
The flower that drops in springing, q not your children to anger, lest they be discour- 

These, alas, are types of all, aged. Irritate not their tempers with severity; 


To which our hearts are clinging !” 


As Ellenore wandered over the valley she was 
about to leave forever, her full heart seemed 
swelfing with unutterable fondness, and the fol- 
lowing farewell address, relieved, in some mea- 
sure, the tumult of grief: 


Farewell to the sweet shady valley ; farewell . 

To the pure sparkling stream with its murmuring swell! 

I must leave Pony for aye—and the social bard too, 

Ne more on thy banks will their meetings renew. ~ 
Farewell to the sweet shady valley? 


torture not their hearts with cruelty.—The love 
of power is so natural to man, that even parents 
are in danger of displaying too much in the ma- 
magement of their children, and of exacting from 
‘them too slavish a submission. The wills of 
children should be regulated, but not broken. 
Be careful, therefore, whilst you aim to make 
them modest and obedient, that you do not ren- 


|i der them diffident and servile—that you do not 


stifle manliness of sentiment, and heroism of con- 


duct—that you do not disqualify them from sery- 
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ing their country es seamen aad soldiers, as 
statesmen and orators. But in avoiding this ex- 
treme, guard at the same time against an exces- 
Sive indulgence, an error which is equally perni- 
cious. Do not, for the sake of gratifying them 
ina present moment, layup for them many future 
years of bitter repentance. 

Though the minds of children may be innocent, 
yet they are not, previous toinstruction, positive- 
fy virtuous. They are asoil where every kind of 
seed will vegetate. Now the air is filled with the 
seeds of vice; pluck up therefore the weeds of 
evil as soon as they appear; be constantly em- 
ployed in cultivating the manners, the under- 
standings, and the hearts of your offspring. © Let 
the hours which are not spent in the schools of 
judicious and enlightened preceptors, be passed 
under your owneyes. Let not your children be 
educated in the street,where they will be in con- 
stant danger of learning impure and profane lan- 

- guage, and of being rude, mischievous, and quar- 
relsome. 

In fine, bring up your children in the nurture 
and admonition of the Lord; make them pious 
christians and good men. Remember that you 
are entrusted with an important charge, and that 
the welfare of yqur country depends on your do- 
mestic discipline; for the best and wisest laws 
will avail little in a country where family go- 
-vernment is fenerally neglected. 

On the other hand, children ought to love, 
obey, and honor their parents. Let your mother, 
who in tender years has the more immediate 
charge of you, be on earth the most sacred ob- 
ject of your affections. Let her be your first 
friend and chief confidant. Conceal nothing 
from her, but make her acquainted with the com- 
pany which you keep, the books which you read, 
and even the faults which you commit. Happy 
is the son, and particularly happy is the daugh- 
ter, who are not afraid to communicate to their 
mother their most secret thoughts.. Whilst they 
remain thus artless and undisguised, they are 
free from danger. Children, obey your parents 
in your youth, but when you are no longer under 
their care, let not your reverence abate. If by 
the providence of God you should rise above 
them in the world, grow not ashamed of them. 
While they are bending under the infirmities of 
old age, still continue to treat them with respect, 

- as well as affection. 

The above correct observations are extracted 

from Dr. Freeman’s sermons. A. B. 


FOR THE ALBUM AND LADIES’ WEEKLY GAZETTE. 
By Seleck Osborn. 


The following lines were written recently, on 
the information,which happily proved erroneous, 
that the Boston Bard was dead. 

O, Robert! I did weep awhile, 

But, meantime, an intrusive smile, 

Like April sunshine through the shower gleam’d ; 
For while some thought thee buried, to my sight 
Thy form rose, buoyant, f the realms of light, 

And, purg’d of grossness, all etherial seei’d. 


The spark of genius, granted thee from heav’n, 
And surely for no earthly purpose given, 
Burnt too intensely in a feeble frame ; 
Tt rais’d thee from a sordid worthless earth, 
_ To the resplendant fountain of its birth, 
And left the caput mortuum of FAME. 


THE LADIES’ MONITOR. 

Beauty is a captivating, but fading flower, 
which often leads its youthful possessor into 
many dangers, many distresses. Happy is it for 
those who are distinguished for their outward 
charms, that they are sheltered under the paren- 
tal roof. Happy for them that the watchful eye 
regards them with rigid circumspection. Few 

_in the early periods of life are insensible to flat- 


.a weekly journal during a few years, receives 
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tery, or deat to the voice of adoration. Beware 
of the flatterer: be not deceived by fair speeches. 
Be assured the man that wishes to render you 
vain of your outward charms, has a mean opinion 
of your sense and mental qualifications. Re- 
member, too, that a young girl, vain of her beau- 
ty, and whose chief study and employment is in 
the decoration of her person, is a most contempt- 
ible character, and that the more you are distin- 
guished for the charms of your face and the 
graces of your form, the more you are exposed 
to danger. The rose is tornfrom its parent stem 
in the pride of beauty: the jessamine is scarcel: 
permitted to blossom before it is plucked; and no 
sooner are their beauties faded than the merciless 
hand which was eager to obtain them, throws 
them away with contempt: whilst the primrose, 
he violet, the lily of the valley, and the snow 
drop, less exposed to observation, escape unhurt, 
and uninjured by the spoiler’s hand. 


-Learn, fair daughter of beauty, from the lily to 
court the friendly shade; and from the primrose 
be convinced, that your best security may be 
found in retirement. Ifyou wish to be admired. 
be seldom seen; and if you are desirous of hav- 
ing a sincere lover in your train, let virtue,mo-+ 
desty and sweetness, be the only lures you make 


use of to ensnare. oe | 


You may then, perhaps, by-gour good qualities, 
retain the heart whith was atsfirst captive tc 
your beauties, and when time*fias robbed you o! 
the graces, and the innocent cheerfulness of 
youth, secure a sincere and tender friend to con- 
sole you in the hours of affliction, and watch over 
you when deprived of those charms that firs’ 


made him solicitous to obtain your leve. 


Repine not, my young readers, though your 
virtues be concealed ina homely form. If you 
have secured the virtues of the mind, you neev 
not envy others the beauties of the face. And 
ye, who are decorated wit!foutward grace, be 
not vain for such fading externals, but tremble 
lest they should tempt the designing to lead you j 
into error. | 

Had you less beauteous been, you’d known less care :. 

Ladies are happiest moderately fair. x | 

Neglect not, then, in the giddy hours of youth 
to make your mind a fit companion for the most 
lovely. Personal charms may please for a mo- 
ment; but the more lasting beauties of an im- 
proved understanding can never tire. We are 
soon weary of looking at a picture, though ex- 
ecuted in a masterly style; and she who has only 
beauty to recommend her, has but little chance 
of meeting a lover who will not grow indifferent 
to a mere portrait, particularly when its colors 
are faded by the subduing hand of time. Then 
is it that modesty and sweetness of temper are 
particularly observed ; and the loss of beauty will 
not be regretted by the man it first made your 
captive... 


Keep your Newspapers.—A volume of news- 
papers is a book unbound. Why then should it 
be wantonly destroyed? The man who receives 


many volumes at least as valuable, as those with 
which he furnishes his shelves from the book- 
store. If, instead of procuring them to be bound, 
he suffers them to be destroyed, the loss is as 
real as the loss of any other property. He may 
have read them to be sure; but they may be 
highly useful to him for reference hereafter, when 
what he has read shall have been forgotten, and 
he shall wish to recal it. A considerable portion 
of their contents is historical, and there is as 
much reason for preserving it as for preserving 
any ‘other history. They contain, besides, a 


large variety of miscellaneous information. All} 


this will be interesting at some future day. An 
expression of contempt for an old newspaper is 
very common, but not more rational, than would 
be the contemning of Hume’s England, because 
many years have elapsed since it was written. 


PARTY PASSION. 

“ Well sir!” (exclaimed a lady, the vehement 
and impassioned partisan of Mr. Wilkes, in the 
day of his glory, and during the broad blaze of 
his patriotism,) ‘well, sir! and will you dare 
deny that Mr. Wilkes is a great man and an 4 
eloquent man?” ‘Oh! by no means, Madam; 

{ have not a doubt respecting Mr. Wilke’s ta. 
lents.”” ‘* Well, but sir, and is he not a fine 
man, too, and a handsome man?” ‘Why, Ma- 
dam, he squints—doesn’t he?” ‘“Squints! yes, | 
to be sure he does, sir, but not a bit more than ‘5 
a gentleman anda man of sense ought tosquint!” } 


REPOSITORY. 


HISTORICAL MEMORANDUM. 
LADY JANE GREY. 


This amiable victim of envy and ambition was. 
endowed with a solidity of understanding and: . 
quickness of perception, scarcely to be equalled: = 
either in ancient or modern history; yet, whilst 
ier mind avas deeply engaged in researches after 
theological-and metaphysical knowledge, her at- 
tention was.peculiarly directéd towards acquiring 
those graicés so.essential to the adorning a fe- | 
male-chatacter;—to a beautiful face, and lovely 
‘orm, weré -united a sweetness that captivated, 
ond an‘elegance that charmed; and she was so ‘ 
verfectly mistress of the rules of politeness, that 
she never deviated from them by any accident.— 
To her superiors she was respectful; to her 
aquals courteous; and to her inferiors mildly 
rentle, and sweetly condescending ; in short, she, 
was one of those characters that are held up to 
posterity, to prove the existence of virtue, and 
the possibility of pexfection. 


FEMALE LITERATURE. | 
OF THE PRESENT AGE, 


There is no more delightful peculiarity in the 
literature of the present age than the worth and 
brilliancy of its female genius. The full devel- 
opment of the intellect and imagination of wc- 
man is the triumph of modern times.—Their in- 
fluence on literature was scarcely felt even in the 
stateliest of the classical ages. The contracted 
nature of their education—the tyrannical de- 
meanor of the sterner sex towards them—and 
the yet more inflexible tyranny of custom, crush= 
ed the blossoms of their genius before they were 
half unfolded, or prevented them from diffusing 
their sweets beyond the limited circle of domes- 
tic life. Sometimes, indeed, the female mind 
broke through the unnatural restraints opposed 
to its progress, but it too often lost in the exer- 
tion, its freshness and most delicate charm.— 
The Sapphos and the Aspasias of antiquity cast 
aside the fetters of custom and the bonds of vir- 
tue. Even these instances of female celebrity, 
so attended with causes of sorrow and of pity, 
are rare. Hence the imaginative works of Greece 
and Rome, exquisite and eternal as they are, 
have an aspect stern and appalling, and want that 
delicacy and tender grace which the intermin- 
gling of female taste alone can give. Their poe- 
try is not enriched with a few of those sweet fan- 
cies and delicious conceits which peculiarly be- 
long to the female mind, or are excited in the so- 
ciety of intellectual and sensitive woman. The 
gentle influences of feminine genius now shed 
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‘along with me—when I enter into company amid 


_ ing dew, be an emblem of sorrowing virtue ; for 
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over the whole literature of our country a deli- | 
cate and tender bloom. 'The works of the fe- 
male authors of the present age are objects of no 
common interest—not only for their separate 
beauties, but for the new and lovely lights which 
they have cast over the whole region of imagina- 
tion, and the nooks of the graceful loveliness 
which they have been enabled to illume. 


OMNIPRESENCE OF GOD. 

‘How widely diversified, and multiplied into 
many thousand distinct exercises, is the attention 
of God! His eye is on every hour of my exis- 
tence—his Spirit is intimately present with every 
thought of my heart—his inspiration gives birth 
to every purpose within me—his hand impresses 
a direction on every footstep of my going—every 
breath I inhale is drawn by an energy which God 
deals out to me. This body, which upon the 
slightest derangement, would become the prey of 
death, or woful sufferings, is now at ease, because 
he at this moment is warding off from me a thou- 
sand dangers, and upholding the thousand move- 
ments of its complex and delicate machinery—his 
presiding influence keeps by me through the 
whole current of my restless and ever changing 
history. ‘When I walk by the wayside, he is 


all my forgetfulness of him, he never forgets me; 
in the silent watches of the night, when my eye 
lids have closed and my spirits has sunk into un- 
consciousness, the observant eye of him who ne- 
ver slumbers, is upon me; I cannot fly from his 
presence, go where I will; he leads me and watch- 
es me, and cares for me; and the same Being who 
is now at work inthe remotest domains of nature 
and of providence, is also at my hand to eke out 
to me every moment of my being, and to uphold 
me in the exercise ofall my feelings and ofall my 
faculties. CHALMERS. 


~FRAGMENT-—The morn of life was cheer- 
ful as the singing of birds, and lovely as the 
opening of spring—not a cloud arose to mar its 
beauty, or obscure the bright sun of innocence 
and youth—every sense was gratified, every 
flower was sweet, and every rose without a 
aD Every kiss wag a pledge of affection, 
and every friend was true. My cheeks were 
then blooming with health, and my eyes glisten- 
ed with happiness. But, alas! the charm is 
broken, the scene is changed, the flowers have 
lost their fragrance, and on every rose I have 
found a thorn. Friends, who were dear, have 
departed, and nothing is left me but the melan- 
choly recollection of joys that are fled. Grief 
has stolen the rose from my cheeks, and my eyes 
overflow with tears. But a little while and my 
sorrow will be over and forgotten—my_ heart 
strings, which are now strained with anguish, 
will then thrill with rapture—miy friends, which 
I have lost, will be restored, an€ our affection 
will be as pure and as lasting, as the paradise 
which we shall imhabit—the lively flowers, 
which are now withered and gone, will be re- 
vived with increased beauty—no more will the 
lily and the rose, when sparkling with the morn- 


every gale will wait happiness, and every zephyr 
fragrance. 

LITERARY NOTICES. 


No. I. 


of the Rey. Dr. Flint, of Salem, to whom the let- 


Observer, from which we borrow an abridged 
notice of this work, remarks—t We never pe- 
rused a work possessing more interest, and we 
are prepared to say, from our knowledge of a 
great portion of the country described in it, that 
no book of travels has ever been published pre- 
senting stronger claims to a confidence in its de- 
scriptions. He has interwoven his narrative 
with many incidents from real life, which might 
well pass, among those unacquainted with the 
peculiar station in which he was placed, for fic- 
tions of romance. 

The subjoined quotations are of this character, 
and will, we are persuaded, excite a curiosity in 
the reader, to become further acquainted with 
this entertaining writer. He gives the following 
account of the stern and resolute courage, exhi- 
bited by a French family, whom he knew, in de- 
fending a little palisade, against the attack of a 
large body of savages. : 

‘I will relate one case of this sort, because I 
know the party, and lest I become tiresome on 
this head, will close this kind of detail. The 
name of the hero in question, was Baptiste Roy, 
a Frenchman, who solicited, and, I am sorry to 
say, in vain, a compensation for his bravery from 
Congress. It occurred at ‘ Cote sans Dessein’ 
on the Missouri. A numerous band of northern 
savages, amounting to four hundred, beset the 
garrison house, into which he, his wife, and ano- 
ther man, had retreated. They were hunters by 
profession, and had powder, lead, and four rifles 
in the house. They immediately began to fire 
upon the Indians. ‘The wife melted and mould- 
ed the lead, and assisted in loading, occasionally 
taking her shot with the other two. Every In- 
dian that approached the house, was sure to fall. 
The wife relates that the guns would soon be- 
come too much heated to hold in the hand.— 
Water was necessary to coolthem. It was, I 
think, on the second day of the siege that Roy’s 
assistant was killed. He became impatient to 
look on the scene of execution, and see what they 
had done. He put his eye to the port hole, and 
a well aimed shot destroyed him. ‘The Indians 
perceived, that their shot had taken effect, and 
gave a yell of exultation. They were encourag- 
ed by the momentary slackening of the fire, to 
approach the house, and fire it over the heads of 
Roy and his wife. He deliberately mounted the 
roof, knocked off the burning boards, and escaped 
untouched from the shower of balls. What must 
have been the nights of this husband and wife? 
After four days unavailing siege, the Indians 
gave a yell, exclaimed that the house was a 
‘ grand medicine,’ meaning, that it was charmed 
and impregnable, and went away. They left 
behind forty bodies to attest the marksmanship 
and steadiness of the besieged, and a pack of 


| bails collected from the logs of the house.’ 


No one can read without emotion, the story 
which he has given of an interesting daughter of 
one of his neighbours, of whose hospitality the 
writer had frequently partaken. We copy only 
the conclusion. 

‘ Why should I refrain from giving a few more 
details of this interesting young woman, through 
fear that this page should take the form of a ro- 
mance. You have repeatedly pressed upon me, 
to go boldly and minutely into the history of all 
that I have seen, enjoyed, or suffered. My mind 


*‘ Travels and Residence in the Mississippi, in a 
series of letters.’ 


A book bearing the above title, has recently 


been published by Cummings, Hilliard & Co. Its 
author is the Rev. Timothy Flint, Principal of 


and my memory suggest in the case of this young 
person, so dear to my family, far more than | 
shall relate, and instead of wishing to colour, I 
shall be obliged to touch only the remaining inci- 
dents of her short career. ‘There resided in her 


father’s family a very respectable young man.— 


the Seminary, Rapide, Louisiana, and a relative He was rather silent and reserved in his man- 


240,000 volumes ! : : 


| ners, but thinking, intelligent, and of a very dif- | 
ters are addressed. The Editor of the Salem |} 


ferent cast from the young men in his vicinity. 
Still, he was not exactly calculated to win the 
affections of a beautiful young woman, in whose 
mind there was, perhaps, but one obliquity, and 
that had been caused by the perusal of the novels 
of the day. He was not her hero, her ‘ beau 
ideal.” We knew his worth. We knew his 
true and honorable affection, truly and honorably 
expressed. He was in a respectable employ- 
ment, and looked to the very lucrative and re- 
spectable office, which he has since held in the 
country of St. Louis. Mrs. F., who knew the 
wishes of her parents, laboured the point with 
her, that the prospect of good sense, fidelity,. 
tried affection, and honorable support, were the 
best guarantees of happiness in the wedded state. 
It was not easy to dispel the day-dreams, which 
she had fostered from the idle reading of the day. 
But with the growing influence of religion, there 
grew up also more sober and just surveys of life 
and its duties, and a stronger wish to gratify her 
parents in the first desire of their hearts. She 
was engaged to this young man, and on my re- 
turn with my family from Arkansas, I heard with 
great pleasure that she was shortly to reward his 
honorable and persevering attachment, with her 
hand. The wedding day was fixed, and all was 
sober expectation of tranquillity and happiness. 
The charming and endeared eldest daughter was 
to be fixed near the plantation-of her father.— 
Another square, with its compartments of ver- 
dure, was to be struck out of the brown of the’ 
heath. 
that so settles beloved children around him. This 
young man, in view of his prospects, probably 
envied no man. She was suddenly seized with 
one of the terrible fevers of the country, which 
riot so fatally in a frame so elastic and healthful . 
ashers. It ought to cheer us, that we may lay 
hold of a resource, which will enable us to tri- 
umph over human passions and fears, over love 
and death. ‘The sincerity of her religion was 
tested in this way. : 

‘She called her lover to her bed, and took of 
him the tenderest parting. She sang with the 
family the simple, but sweet hymn, so common in 
that country, and in which she delighted when in 
health: ‘ The day is past and gone,’ &c. She 
bade them farewell, and closed her eves in peace 
upon all the joyful prospects that were opening 
before her. Circumstances, not necessary to de- 
tail, compelled them to make her bridal dress her 
shroud. The father, the mother soon followed 
this daughter, too dearly loved, too deeply la- 
mented. I have been in view of this desolate 
habitation, but J have not wished to enter it. I 
have felt more intensely than ever, as J saw these 
cabins again, in the pathetic close of the story of 
* Paul and Virginia.’ 

Literary Luxcury.—A copy of Pennant’s His- 
tory of London is advertised for sale in Pall Mall, 
of the most splendid character. It is in eight 
volumes, and the binding alone cost 200 pounds 
(900 dollars.) The original drawings are nearly 
400, and the engravings amount. to 2300. This 
work will probably sell for something near 1800 
or 20001. (say $10,000.) 

«Madame de Genlis.—In her lately published 
memoirs, Madame de Genlis states, that at the 
age of eight years she began to compose ro 
mances and comedies, which she dictated ver 
bally, not being then able to write even a letter. 
Her works now amount to one hundred and twen- 
ty volumes. Of each of these, on an average, 
there have been four editions, each of about five 
thousand copies; besides numerous translations 
into other languages. The reading world is 
therefore indebted to this lady, for at. least 
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I envy no man, if it be not the father’ - 


| 
} 
~ 
| | 
| | | 
| | 
| | 
| 
; | | 
| 
| 
| | 
| | 
} 
| | 
q | 
| 
| 
| 
| | | 
f | | | 
| | | 
| | | 
| | 
| 
bd 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
\ 


“three years. 


Vou. i. 


The Narrative of the Travels and Discoveries 
of Major Denham and Capt. Clapperton, in Nor- 
thern and Central Africa, in 1822, 3 and 4, has 
heen published in London, in quarto, with forty 
four plates. 

Several ladies of Albany, New York, have 
taken the prospectus for the publication of Mrs. 
Hiemans’ Poems, for the purpose of obtaining 
subscriptions among their acquaintance. Mrs. 
flemans is one of the mosi popular of living 
poetical writers, is poor, and in affliction. This 
tictgef the Albany ladies is, therefore, alike cre- 
ajtgble to them and honorable to the female cha- 
age as it is.complimentary to the highly giftéd 

i 


é 
and amiable authoress. 


Ortenial Harp.’—Under this title, the Boston 


* Bard announges his intention to publish, as soon 
‘as practicable, a select and revised volume of his , 
.. best poems, to.,be embellished with a neat vig- 


nette “of the atthor, taken from a painting exe- 
cuted ni1821, When he was at the age of twenty- 
‘Phe volume is to contain 250 duo- 
decimo pages, on good paper and type, and fur- 
nished to subgtribers at $125 a copy. If this 
vtinerican Bard has friends, they will show them- 
selves 6n sich an occasion like this, when the 


“purchase*of a neat little book, will both add to | 


their collection of native poetry, and give needed | 
ssistance to the child of suffering and of song. 


American Dictionary.—Proposals are issued’ 


for publishing in New York, a dictionary of the 
English language, in two quarto volumes, by 
' Noah Webster, LL. D. This promises to be a |} - 


work adapted to the wants and capacity of the 
man of business as well as of the scholar, and 
has employed the exclusive and laborious appli- 
cation of Mr, W. for more than twenty years. 


Washington’s Letters.—Judge Washington, 
and Chief Justice Marshall have selected from 
the papers left by Washington between three 
and four hundred letters of his correspondence 
with various individuals both before and since 
the revolution.—They are committed, we un- 
derstand, to the hands of Messrs. Carey & Lea, 
of Philadelphia, for publication, and will form a 
most interesting volume. 


GREEN ROOM REGISTER. 

The Theatre recently erected in the village of 
Rochester, (New York,) was opened on the 17th 
ult. with the comedy of the Honey Moon, which 
was well played to a fashionable and crowded 
house. 

The Boston theatre has closed. During the 
summer recess, the house is to undergo some 
yepairs and improvements. 

Mr. Faulkner, the proprietor of the York, Eng. 
theatre, has committed suicide in a fit of low 
spirits, He was originally a writer inthe Morn- 
4ng Chronicle newspaper. 

_ ‘Theselectmen of Salem, Mass. have given Mr. 
Hunter, the equestrian, permission to erect a Cir- 
cus and Riding School, at that place. 

Mr. Conway is engaged at the N, Y. Chatham 
Garden Theatre. Mr. Maywood’s benefit at the 
same theatre on Thursday.evening last, brought 
one of the fullest houses this season. He is not 
to perform any more inthis country. Mr. Kean 

layed in the Stranger at the Park Theatre on 
evening last. 

evening on the Baltimore boards as Richard the 
3d. At this theatre, on Saturday evening last, 
Miss Kelly concluded a successful engagement. 
She played Lady Teazle in Sheridan’s comedy 
of the School for Seandal. 

The Cincinnati Theatre opened on the 27th 
ultimo, with the comedy of the Soldier’s Daugh- 
ter, under the management of Mr, Drake, of the 
Rentucky Theatres 


He is to appear this | 


Mankind. 

The world is a theatre: mankind are the comedians ; 
chance compcses the piece, and fortune distributes the 
parts: theologists and politicians govern the machines; 
.and philosophers are the spectators. The rich take their 
places m the pit and upper boxes, the powerful in the front 
and sides, and the galleries are for the poor. The women 
distr.bute fruit and refreshments, and the unfortunate snuff 
the-candles. Folly composes the overture, and time draws 
thecurtain. The title of the piece is, Mundus vult decipi, 
ergo decipiatur—* If the world will be deceived, let it be 
so.”—The opening of the farce begins with sighs and tears: 
the first act abounds with the chimerical projects of men : 
The frantic testify their applause with re-echoed bravoes, 
whilst the sagacious bring their catcalls into play to damn 
the performance. At going in, a sort of money is paid 
called trouble, and in exchange a ticket is given, subserib- 
ed uneasiness, in order to obtain a place. The variety of 
objects which appear, fora short time divert the spectators ; 
but the unravelling of the plot and intrigues, well or ill con- 
certed, force the risible muscles of the philosophers. We 
see giants who presently become pigimies, and dwarfs who 
imperceptibly attain a monstrous height. There we see 
inen exerting all their efforts im the pursuit of the most eli- 
gible plans, guided by prudence, and armed with precau- 
tion, who are, nevertheless, circumvented in all their pur- 
suits, and frustrated in all their endeavours; whilst here 
we obsery ‘ a group of indolent, careless fellows, who attain 
the highest summit of mundane felicity. Such is the farce 
of this world, and he who would choose to divert himself 
with it at his leisure, should take his place in some obscure 
corner, where he may unobserved be a spectator of the 
avhole performance, and in safety laugh at it as it deserves. 


PHILADELPHIA, JUNE ‘7, 1826. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
The version of-a famous Arabic poem, by Hafiz, with 


which we been obligingly furnished by a correspond- 


ent, as it has never before appeared in our language, we 
have no doubt it-will prove interesting to our readers. 

A Prose essay a The Poets vision,” which was partially 
promised in our specimen Ne. is a beautiful suggestion, rich 


Maferior order; but on re-perusal, ttre colours appear laid on 
with most too unsparing a hand. We wefer the writer, for 
whom we entertain a particular respect, to the lectures of 
Blair on style, &c. in preference to going further into detail, 
which would occupy more space than we can at present 
afford. 

«« The Pique of Dignity” is a happy specimen of light and 
pleasant satire, but we omit its insertion for reasons which it 
is unnecessary to specify. 

Our thanks are due to “ Rosa,” * Agnes,” and *“ W.” 
from each of whom we have been politely favoured with an 
original effusion. ** Ellen’s” original lines to “‘ Spring,” and 
the “ Days of Infancy,” from “Stella,” we have the plea- 
sure of informing their fair authors, are reserved for insertion. 

‘« To my Daughter,” and lines “ on the death ofa Young 


}| Lady,” the productions of Seleck Osborn, are received. 


We are indebted to an esteemed friend for a volume of 
“The Bee,” a Liverpool periodical. 


The Premiums intended to be offered for original lite- 
rary effusions for this paper, (amounting to 100 dollars) will 
be offered inour 5th No. Thelike sum fora similar purpose 


|| will again be offered during the publication of the present 


Vol. and with variations will be repeated annually, or semi- 
annually during the continuance of the “‘ Album and Ladies’ 
Weekly Gazette.” 


a Such of our friends as have expressed a. determina- 
tion to patronise the Album, but have delayed sending their 
names in until the commencement of the regular publication, 
are informed that extra copies have been printed off, witha 
view to their accommodation; they will please send their 
names in early, as it will prove mutually advantageous that 
subscriptions commence with the volume, 


{i> Several advertisements which should have appeared 
on the cover of the present No. have been unavoidably 
omitted, they will receive the earliest attention hereafter. 

While on this subject it may not be amiss to observe, that 


i the 4th or 5th number of the Album about seven qr eight 
thousand copies will be printed. These, it is intended, 


A Whimsical Description of a Farce, acted by all | 


in imagery, and evidently the production of talent of no . 


shall be extensively distributed throughout the various sec- 
tions of the country, in order to disseminate a knowledge of 
the work abroad. Those with whom. advertising is an ob- 
ject, will at once perceive the superior advantages which 
this opportunity offers of circulating their advertisements in 
a manner unusually extensive, and through a medium which 
for convenience and elegance is seldom, if ever, surpassed. 


For richness and delicacy of execution, the style of engra- 
ving which characterizes the La Belle Assemblee, or Court 
and Fashionable Magazine, is equal, perhaps superior, to 
any thing which has vet been presented to the public. This 
splendid work is published by Geo.-B. Whittaker, Ave- 
Maria Lane, London, and Oliver and Boyd, Edinburgh.— 
The No. now due, and which we are in hourly expectation 
of receiving, is, according to advertisement, to be enriched 
with a portrait of the Cquntess of Jersey, @ugraved by Coche 
ran, from a very elaborate and beautiful miniature, by G, 
Hayter, who, the publishers‘say, hasadmirable succeeded 
in transfering her animate@charms to the ivory. 'The’same 
No. is also to contain the portrait of the Right Hon. The 
Marchioness of Londonderry, from a painting by Sir The- 
mas Lawrence, P. R. A. 


On Monday morning the @rnnuinceter at the Merchants” 


stood at 67—a difference of 15 degrees in the short space of 
24 hours. 


Capt. Symmes, says the Boston Patriot, delivered alew 
ture on his new theory of the earth a few days since at Cam- 


bridge, betore the gentlemen of the University and others, 
which was well received. 


The Literary Gazette, printed at Boston, and the New 
York Review, have been united, and will be hereafter pub- 


lished as one work. Mr. Bryant, (the poet,) becomes a joint 
editor. 


Mr. M‘Lean is deserving of the thanks of both 
publishers and subscribers, for the -pains he 
evinces in forwarding their interests, by a strict 
and decisive attention to the various concerns of 
the post office department. We are sorry our 
limits will not permit the entire insertion of his 
excellent circular. We mark the following ex- 
tracts, which cannot be too forcibly impressed 
on the attention of Post Masters; a far greater 
portion of whom, however, it will of course be 
recollected, are gentlemen of the first respecta- 


It is feared that some Post Masters are so for- 
getful of their duty, as to consult the conveni- 
ence of contractors on horse routes, by retaining 
a part of the packets when the mail is so large 
that the usual number of bags cannot contain it. 
Others, it is said, being more culpable, retain 
newspapers to readthem. A momeft’s reflec- 
tion must convince every Post Master, guilty of 
either of these charges, that he trifles. with the 
obligation imposed by his oath of office, and 
should be held responsible for such gross viola+ 
tion of duty. 


From the Report of the Commissioners of the 
School Fund to the Legislature of Connecticut, 
now in session, it appears that the principal of 
the fund consisting in bonds, stock, lands and 
cash, amounts to $1,719,434. ~ The interest due 
is $116,288. 


Seneca Lake.—The Geneva Palladium states; 


that a steam boat has begun to ply on this beaus 
ufyl of all lakes, 


Coffee House in this city wax at 82; yesterday momingit . 


bility, and far from meriting any censure whatever, — 


— 
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orders to that effect. 


THE ALBUM, AND LADIES’ WEEKLY GAZETTE, 


New York, June 5. 

The ship Isaac Hicks, Capt. Moison, which 
arrived here the 2ist ult. on the night of the 
18th of April, in long 20, fell in with and took off 
the capt. and crew of the English brig Skipsey, 
which sunk a few minutes afterwards, and only 
one barrel of pork, and 2 bags of bread were sav- 
ed from the wreck. During the twenty-four 
days the unfortunate crew were on board the 
Isaac Hicks, they were treated by Capt. M. with 
all the hospitality in his power, the officers lived 
with him in the cabin, and births were built in 
the steerage for the crew, to the annoyance of 
the passengers, and they were fed with the same 
provisions as his own crew. After they had 
been om board two days, Capt. M. deemed it 
proper to place them in the watches, and gave. 
Three of the crew refused 
to obey and made use of insolent language to | 
Capt. M. and his officers. After importuning 
them for three days to go to work, two of them 
went to their duty—the third continued refrac- 
tory, and insulted the officers daily. In order to 
preserve good order and discipline, Captain M. 
found it necessary to chastise this man, and had 
him punished eighteen stripes with a piece of a 
hand Jead line. For this act, Capt. Moison has 
been brought before the Marine Court of this 
city, and sentenced to pay a fine of fifty dollars ! 

The Storm.—In the violent, though very neces- 
sary storm of Friday, some damage, we are sorry 
to learn, was done. One of the three five story 
brick stores in Water-street was struck by the 
lightning and. somewhat injured. The chimney 
of a house in'j#eenwich-street, near the Battery, 
was also st#ick. <A large piece of timber was 
torn off an adjeming store, and a horse knocked 
down in thestreet. The inmates ofthe building 
were all affected more orJess, but none were se- 
riously injured. The mizen mast of a ship lying 
off the Battery was struck and split; and the 
masts of two sloops, the one at the foot of Canal- 
street; the other at Broome-=street, were shivered 
by the lightning. ‘The masts ofone of the sloops 
was cut completely -off about twenty feet from 
the deck. The whole community must be highly 
sensible of the timely relief they have thus re- 
ceived, ata moment when@ degree of melancho- 
ly apprehension begun to be Striously experienced 
by all classes of people. In one week more, 
scarcely a green vegetable would have been to 
be seen in our market. [V. Nat. Adv. 


New-Orveans, May 11. 

Beware of black-legs!—Four or five nights 
ago, an honest countryman from the west, was 
invited to see some of our city fashions. Ke was 
shown the way to a famous gambling house and 
fast plied with liquor. The stranger began by 
losing a handsome sum in good money; nor was 
it till he had staked his last cent that fortune 
smiled once more. But here the poor man was 
a victim to the tricks of the black art. He had 
sported good money, but was paid in counterfeit 
coin. » Nor was this all, when at a late hour, he 
requested the banker to change the money in 
notes, the latter swore the countryman wished 
to pass off bad dollars, and had the patrol sent 
‘for to take the poor man to prison. 

A public meeting took place on Monday, the 
6th inst. in Richmond, to devise some measures to 
contribute to the relief of our distinguished coun- 


_ tryman, Tuomas JEFFERSON. 


Colonel Duawe’s account of the Colombian Re- 
‘public, is at length toappear; it makes a formida- 
ble. volume of more than 600 pages; and is alrea- 
dy inthe hands of the book-binder. It was print- 
edby Mr. Palmer. 


We understand, that the medals awarded at 
the last exhibition of the Franklin Institute, will 
be distributed in the course of a few days. 


The following are the numbers Drawn on 
Thursday afternoon, in the 3d class New York 
Literature Lottery: 

40, 25, 18, 21, 55, 1, 7, 29. 


The Capital Prize of $10,000 in the Literature 
Lottery, Class No. 3, tor 1826, which drew on 
Thursday last, was sold in four quarters, by 
Messrs. Robertson & Little, of this city, No. 43, 
South Third-street. 


Daring Robberies.—On Friday last about 1 
o’clock, P. M. two men entered the shop of Mr. 
Philip Price, watch maker, 71 Market-street, 
walked at once behind ‘the counter, threw a 
quantity of snuff into the eyes of the lad in 
charge of the shop, and, after knocking him 
down, seized upon two gold watches and made 
their escape. The shop of Mr. Gouran, 125 
Chesnut-street, was entered about the same hour, 
and robbed of NINE GOLD WATCHEs and a string 
of gold finger rings. ; 

Mr. Robert Coffin, (the “Boston Bard”) has 
commenced an action against the publishers of 
the Salem Gazette, for a libel. The damages 
are laid at two thousand dollars. 


The price of flour at Cincinnati, on the 23d 
32 was, from the waggons, $2 62; in store, 
275. 


An elderly man was taken up in Williams- 
port, (Pa.) on the 28th ult. and put in confine- 
ment on suspicion of having stolen an infant 
child, which he had with him at the time. 


John. Zimmerman, confined in the jail of 
Schuylkill county for the murder of his daugh- 
ter, has received a further respite till the first of 
next December. 


Murder.—James Queen, living near Lebanon, 
murdered his wife on the 27th ult. with a spade. 
He is now in the jail at Lebanon. 


Paper Manufactory.—An extensive Paper 
Mill is now erecting upon Goat Island, at Niagara 
Falls, by Messrs. Porter & Clark, in a style and 
manner well calculated for both usefulness to 
the public and profit to the proprietors. 


Trial of Beauchamp.—The arguments of 
Counsel in this case had closed, and the Attorney 
General commenced his concluding speech on 
Friday evening, the 29th ult. Recent disclo- 
sures have induced strong suspicions that Beau- 
champ’s wife was accessary with him to the mur- 
der of Col. Sharp. A warrant for her arrest has 
accordingly been issued; she has been brought 
to Frankfort, where she awaits an examination of 
her case, after the trial now progressing is con- 
cluded.” 

[Beauchamp has been found guilty—his wife 
is acquitted. ] 


New Bedford, May 30.—On Sunday afternoon, 
the lightning struck in Dartmouth village, in five 
different places. The store of Capt. L. Thatcher 
was struck; and .a ship on the stocks was some- 
what injured. 3 


4 large Bear.—A bear was surrounded and 
taken in Brandon, Vermont, on the 21st of May, 
weighing 428 pounds, which is said to be the 
largest ever taken in that state. 

Curtosiry.—There is now in the possession 
of Mr. Chauncey Woodruff, of this place, a stone, 
found in the village, which is pronounced by those 
who have examined it, to be a petrifaction of the 
human head. In fact, the outlines of the organs, 
and the exact proportion of their location, is 
almost demonstrable proof of the fact. 

[Salina Sentinel. 


Uncommon and Fatal Occurrence.—A Mr. 
Herrick of Brighton, (Mass.) about 35 years of 


age, came to his death by being choked in eating 
a lobster. 


Steam Boat Disaster.—The steam boat Ham- 
burg, Blackman, of Charleston, for Augusta, 
with a very valuable cargo of groceries, dry 
goods, &c. ran on a snag at Little Corn Honge 
Reach, near Pearce’s, and filled in half an hour. 


Enterprise in the West.—Mr. John Adams, of 
Edwardsville, Illinois, who manufactures Castor 
Oil, of a superior quality, has determined on at- 
tempting to obtain sugar from Beets. ° 


_ Unfortunate Accident.—On Saturday, the 20th: 
inst. two persons, named Lewis and Nash, each 
lost an arm, and were otherwise injured, by the 


Butternuts. 


Shocking.—A stranger went into a barber’ 
shop in Greenbush, N. Y. last week, and aske 
for a razor to shave himself. Having been seat- 
ed, to the surprise of those present, and without 
the, least notice, he toléthem he wished for a 
pail to catch his blood. On this, they discover- 
ed he had cut his throat in a shocking manner, 
but hopes are entertained of a recovery. 


An Eagle of the largest class was shot a few 
days since, at Waterbury, Connecticut. It 
measured, when its wings were expanded, seven 
and a half feet, from tip to tip. | 


LOCUSTS.—The New Brunswick, (New 
Jersey,) Fredonian of Wednesday last, says— 
‘* In thes vicinity millions of these insects are to 
be found making their way over the already half 
devoted vegetable kingdom, stripping of their fo- 
liage and verdure alike the stately tree and the 
tender plant. . Ap 


Of the salubrity of a city in Central America, 
it ought, perhaps, to be sufficient to say, that ijt 
contains but one physician (a Frenchman) for a 
population of 30,000. 


Wilmington, (Bel.} June 2. 

THE CROPS.—At Frederica, Kent County, 
in this state, vegetation is nearly all destroyed 
—the pastures appear as if fire had passed over 
them. We have had no rain to wet the ground 
for a month past. We are in a perishing situa- 
tion; and it looks, to-day, as much like a conti- 
nuance of dry weather as I ever sawit. The 
prospect of all kinds of crops is sad and gloomy ; 
and the wheat looks worse now than a month 
ago.” 

A friend from Smyrna, in*the same county, 
informs us that appearances are there extreme- 
ly unfavourable; and that not more than one 
half their usual crop will be obtained. [Gaz. 

MARRIED, 

On Sunday evening last; by the Rev. Wm. E. Ashton, Mr. 
Danie Remick, to Mrs. Mary Larimer—all of this city. 

At Boston, D. Greene, Esq. to Miss 
Morroy Quincy, daughter of Hon. Josiah Quincy. 
| On the first instant, by the Rev. George C. Potts, Don 
Santiaco M‘Manus, merchant, of Havana, to Miss Saran, 
daughter of Thomas Johnson, of this city. 

On the 2d instant, ‘Tuomas W. Gitmer, Esq. Attorney at 
Law, of Charlottsville, Va. to Miss Ann E. Baxer, daughter 
of the late Joim Baker, Esq. of Shepherdstown. ; 


On Monday night last, im the 67th year of his age, Jamrs 
Smiru, for many years one of the most eminent and success- 
ful merchants of this city. 

On Thursday morning last, Mr. Jouxs Mann, aged 25. 

At Jones’ Neck, near Dover, (Delaware,) on Monday last, 
after a short illness, Mr. Roginson Watker, in the fifiieth 
year of hisage. 

At Palmyra, Missouri, on the 3d of May last, of the 


Influenza, Evan Davas, formerly of Philadelphia. 


vaili 
At Trenton, on the 30th ult. Gen. Joun Brstry, late Pre- 


sident of the Trenton Bank, of appoplexy. — 


accidental discharge of a cannon, at Gilbertsviley 
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POBTBY. 


With many a flower of birth 
We'll grace this little garden spo 
Nor in it place a thought or ng 
That we would ever wish to blot. 


FOR THE ALBUM. 
Hope brings us flowers, 
Nure’d ‘neath the warm beams of her sunny skies, 
But all unused to the cold light of ours, 


Ere we transplant them each fair blossom dies! 


Joy leaves awhile 


Her heavenly home, and o’er our bitter tears. 


Sheds the full lustre of her rainbow smile ; 
But like the rainbow quickly disappears! 
Love laughing lies 
‘Amid Hope's flowers—while joy shines bright on him; 
But when night comes we turn with weeping eyes 
To see Love vanish as their lights grow dim. 
Ah! who could e’er 


‘Sustain the load of sin, and toil and pain, 


And loose in Death all that the heart holds dear, 
Without a blessed hope to meet again ? 
To meet them too 


{a a bright world of sweet undying bliss! 
Ye faithless! take not from the mourner’s view 


THE ALBUM, AND LADIES’ WEEKLY GAZETTE. 


FOR THE ALBUM. 


SERENADE. 
RECITATIVE. 
Arise from thy pillow; acrg$s the blue sea 
I have come to the where oft I have rov’d; 
*Tis long since I gaz’d, my sweet Ella, on thee, 
Then awake thee my true one, my only belov’d. 
"ARTA. 
Thou art fair, my love, as that snowy flower 
Which modestly blooms in the vale below, 
Where we have met at the silent hour, 
When stars above in their lustre glow. 


Thou art gentle too as the light wing’d dove, 
Which has been my herald when fore’d to st#my ~- 
From thee, and in other climes to rove,” 


And sigh for joys which have pass’d away, 


Then awake thee, dearest, ’tis now the hour 
When love from his rose bed, delights to stray, 
And ‘neath lattice high, or in verdant bower 
To warble sweetly his sacred lay. 


No sound is heard save the summer breeze, 
Which like sighs of love is in murmurs dying, 
And the wild yet plaintive melodies 
Of nightingales, through this green vale flying. 


Oh! leave this valley and with me rove 
To arisle where summer skies are glowing 
Ascalm and bright as the rays of love, 
Which I have felt of thine eyes bestowing. 


These flowers are blooming in beauty fair, 
Old care shall visit us there oh! never, 
And thou, the loveliest flowret there, 
In my fond heart cherish’d shall bleom forever. 


Then leave thy pillow, the breeze is fair, 


‘Phe joy—the solace of a hope like this. ROSA. My barque is launch’d on the calm blue ocean ; 
| perme Bid this vale adieu, and with me repair’ 
FOR THE ALBUM. To that isle—bright being of kh 
on, my. prettier, sleep, joy serene, 
| T would not wound thine infant ear This meeting kiss forever binds us 
With tale of that, whieh makes me weep By a sacred tie, which lifes closing scene 
The bitter agonizing tear. Shall unbroken view—and faithful find us.  sELum, 
Thy father! ah! why should I name dale 
That lov’d one, but with words of joy ? FOR THE ALEDM. 
To join the midnight crew of shame, noe %P 
Hath left his wife, and thee, my boy. 
‘ Re ‘ In the sunshine o » you had friends to the last, 
Life glow’d in hues, serene and fair, servants appeared 
Earth could not then its joys enhance. 
BSG BA8 Adown the green vale of the pine-skirted grove, 
Oh! why did dissipation cast I led your fond image, you pledged me your love, 
Its virtue-blighting shade o’er him? And I plighted a vow, and my vow I'll fulfil— 
‘Why fled those happy days so fast, “While there’s blood in these veins, I will cherish you still,” 
Ere weeping made these eyes so dim? : 
‘He cannot sure know all I feel, de 
: our parents soon and your friends pass’d away ; 
Cy tas And minions that kiss’d the cold you 
"Fhis wounded soul he soon would heal, Th Bes a h’d 
And bid my breast no longer grieve. 
Now mock when they see you, and scowl when they meet, 
¥et sleep, my little prattler, sleep, Or laugh at the orphan’s wet cheek and bare feet ; 
; wou” not pain thy tender ear But let fortune put on any garment it will, 
With tale of that which makes me weep «While there’s blood in these veins, I will cherish you etiD. 
At morn that little infant woke, All harness’d in gewgaws, the creatures of drt 
But cold and stiff its mother lay ! Exert affectation to capture the heart ; 
Hier sorrow-stricken heart was broke, But vain is the diamond, and needless the peat}, 
Her beauteous form was lifeless clay ! If they shine to oppose you, my beautiful girl, 
‘ One tomb receiv’d herself and child, Or would knit my young soul to the form where they glow : 
For it, with her, was soon at rest : I have loved you in wealth, I will love you in woe. 
And round it raves, in accents wild, While the flow’r distils balm reese been hgapaats 
A wretth whe ¢’ez must be unblest, w. }] Best vein of my heart, I will cherish you still, Cc. 


- A RIDDLE FOR THE LADIES: 


Pride is my father’s hated name, 
| And cruelty my angry dame ; 
My sisters are disease and folly, 
Hysteric griefand melancholy. 


I’m courted by my Lady fair, 
Who prizes me with tender care ; 
I visit in her dressing room, 
And sleep amidst her nice perfumes 
I often on her toilet lay, 
And doze the lonesome night away’; 
Nay, more—in her caresses plac’d, 
_ She always binds me round her waist. 


My lady’s tortures are my food, 


I freely drink her limpid blood, 
I pluck away the lilies fair, 
And spread a livid paleness there ; 


I snatch away the rose’s glow, 

And let the sickly saffron grow ; 

I blight the lustre of her eyes, 

And stain their orbs with languid dyes. 


That rosy urchin, call’d a smile, 

I strangle, when he lives awhile ; 

I plant diseases pungent smart, __ 
And, like the vulture, gnaw the heart. 


EPITAPH—sy Lorp Byron. 
Bright be the place of thy soul! 

No lovelier spirit than thine 
E’er burst from itsmortal control, 

In the orbs of the blessed to shime : 
On earth thou wert all but divine, | 

As thy soul shall immortally Be, - 
And our sorrow may cease to reping 

When we know that thy God is with thee. 
Light be the turf of thy tomb! | 

May its verdure like emeralds be! 
There should not be a shadow of gloam 

In aught that reminds us ofthee: 
Young flowers and an evergreen tree 

May grow on the spot of thy rest, _ 
But nor cyprus, nor yew let us see— 

For why should we mourn for the blest ! 


THE MINIATURE, 
William was holding in his hand, 
The likeness of his wife, 
*Twas drawn by some enchanted wand, 
It seem’d so much lika life. 


He almost thought it spoke—he gaz’d © a 
Upon the picture still, , 
And was delighted and amazed 
To view the painter’s skill, 
This picture is just like thee, Jang, 
*Tis drawn to nature true ; 
I’ve kiss’d it o’er and o’er again, 
It is so much LIKE YOU. 


And has it kiss’d thee back, my dear! 

Ah! no, my love, said he ; 

Then, William, it is very clear, 

It’s not at all LIKE ME. 
| : AGENTS. 

New York—Jas. B. Stuart, Bookseller, No. 309 Broadway. 
Albany, N. Y.—Editor Escritoir. 
} Jamaica, WV’. Y.—Editor Long Island Farmer. 
Rhode Island—Editors Newport Mercury, and Mr.R. P. Lee, 
Norristown, Pa.—Editor Herald. 
| Wilmington, Del.—Joseph Scott, Bookseller. 
Pittsburg, Pa.—Editor y Democrat, 
Zansville, Ohio—Editor Ohio Republican, 
Wheeling, Va.—The Post Master, 
Salisbury, NV. C._—Western Carolinian. 
Elizabeth City, N.C.—Isaiah Fearing, Esq, P. M. 
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